CHAPTER 105 


August 1, 2011 


“When | first got to town, | used to sit here and do nothing... | would just listen to 
the sound of the river, the sound of the birds, the sound of the rain...” 


Rise and Justin were sitting at the top of the hill that overlooked town, just starring 
out in the distance, observing the tiny town that seemed to fit in the palm of Justin’s 
hand. Justin never objected to coming up here, and even though Rise did kind of 
piss him off big time last time they hung out, it was hard for him to stay mad when 
he was sitting up here. Plus she gave him those puppy dog eyes. God damn those 
puppy dog eyes. It was drizzling out, and you could hear the faint patter of rain 
drops deflecting off the roof they sat under. Honestly, if Rise hadn’t been talking, 
Justin might have fallen asleep to the rhythmatic beat of water splashing against 
the surface of the rooftop. It was just so relaxing, he couldn’t help but feel at peace. 
And when he felt at peace, he slept. That’s just how he was. 


“| don’t blame you; it’s really nice up here.” Justin remarked, staring into the 
distance, a grin on his face all the while. He really wished he had known about this 
place when he first moved to town. Shit was so stressful back then, plus it was far 
enough away from civilization that he could smoke here without getting caught. | 
mean, sure, it wasn’t like he couldn’t smoke at his own house; but god damn, 
sometimes the smell of smoke when he walked through the door was just too much. 
Especially with Maya back in the picture now. You might as well have taken smoke 
scented Febreze and sprayed it over everything. You’d think smoking as much as he 
did, Justin would have gotten used to the smell by now. Nope, still smelt god awful. 


“| felt | could forget ‘Risette’ and find myself that way... But... Senpai, have you ever 
thought that you're pushing yourself too far, or that you were just acting...?” Rise 
suddenly questioned. Justin paused for a moment before sighing. He should have 
known this was going to be one of those conversations. He had no problem helping 
people with their problems and all that; honestly, he was a little flattered that 
everyone trusted him enough to disclose their personal problems with him. But that 
was also sort of the problem in and of itself. EVERYONE trusted him enough to 
disclose their personal problems with him. Just once he’d like to hang out with 
someone and have a regular conversation without all the melodrama. It was just 
draining away at his energy. He couldn’t put up with all this bullshit. 


“Look at me Rise; I’m a huge sarcastic prick that wouldn’t hesitate to kick your ass 
in public, | chain smoke out in the open, and | couldn’t lie to save my life. I’m no 
actor, as much as | wish | was at times.” Justin sarcastically remarked. Rise seemed 
more than a little caught off-guard by Justin’s comment. He didn’t in the slightest bit 
seem Satisfied with the traits he had listed off to Rise. And could you blame him? 


Being a sarcastic prick is nothing to be proud of, nor was having a tobacco 
addiction. Being a bad liar wasn’t necessarily as bad as Justin made it out to be 
though. Being a bad liar only meant you told the truth a lot; and that was by no 
means a bad characteristic. If anything, it was pretty admirable. Rise sheepishly 
nodded her head, having no real words to counter Justin’s self-pity. It was hard 
watching him beat himself up over just being himself. 


“| feel like I've been able to relax after coming to Inaba. Meeting all of you, laughing 
together... Watching the store, reading comics, playing with the cat...When | was at 
my parents’ house, | was on my best behavior around them...” Rise nervously tried 
to change the subject. She didn’t want to stay on a topic that was just going to lead 
to Justin continuing to mock himself, to mock what made him him. Justin had been 
frowning when Rise posed her earlier question, though he found a slight smile 
emerging from the cracks of his mouth as Rise nervously shifted the topic to her 
thoughts on Inaba. 


“Now that, | can relate to. My father was strict as all hell. One thing in my room 
where it wasn’t supposed to be, and out with the belt.” Justin joked slightly. Of 
course, then he noticed the shocked expression on Rise’s face, and the fact that he 
had pretty much just told her his father beat him. Which wasn’t a lie at all, but he 
wasn’t very comfortable with her knowing. He was barely comfortable with Yu and 
Chie knowing it, let alone a gossip like Rise. “Figuratively speaking of course.” Justin 
nervously tried to clarify. You could practically see a wave of relief washing over 
Rise. Nothing like being told that your friend was beaten as a child to put you on 
edge. 


“Oh, but Grandma doesn't ask me anything. Y'know, like why | quit or what I'm 
thinking of doing next... She just talks about tofu. She says... I'm like tofu. | had to 
ask her what that meant. The way she explained it... Tofu looks weak and fragile, 
but it's actually pretty resilient. Even though it stands out because it's not like any 
other food, it can be mixed in with any recipe or flavor... Tofu is incredible. I'm 
nothing like that...” Rise ranted about tofu. Justin all the while just sat there with an 
expression on his face as though he wanted to interrupt her and say ‘what in the 
hell are you talking about?’ Like tofu? What kind of fucking analogy is that? You 
know what tofu is? Bland, flavorless, disgusting, unappealing, and one of the only 
things that could make Justin vomit. He had tried that shit before. Never again. 
Point was; being like tofu is not a compliment; no matter what her grandmother 
tried to say to justify her comparison. 


“Of course you’re nothing like that. You’re a human being, not food.” Justin 
remarked with a mixture of sarcasm and seriousness. Rise giggled slightly at that. 
She knew Justin knew what she meant, he was just trying to be funny. And he 
usually failed horribly at that. But at the very least he tried; and it was that effort 
and enthusiasm in trying to be clever or witty that she found so appealing in Justin. 
Sure he was a hardass, but he did have a softer side around his friends and family; 


all you had to do was look closely to see it trying to break through that rough outer 
shell. She smiled for a moment before her grin slowly faded away into a frown. 


“I... |was actually bullied at school before | made my debut...” If you listened very 
carefully, you could hear Justin groaning. Every single one of his friends seemed to 
have been bullied at some point. Hell, he was bullied all the time as a kid. But there 
was only so much he could sympathize for bully victims after a certain point. If 
every single person on the face of the planet was bullied, it would be hard to feel 
bad for them, because everyone went through it. It was something like that, but on 
a much lighter scale. He still felt bad, but not so much that his heart started to 
twitch in pain hearing the words come out of Rise’s mouth. “I wasn’t good at 
talking, and always looked at my feet... | was alone the entire time... 

But | didn't have a problem with that. No one expected anything of me.” 


“T'was the exact opposite in my case. Everyone expected something from the kid 
with a cop for a dad. So they beat the shit out of him and made his life a living hell 
so he’d keep his damn mouth shut. Fucking assholes...” Justin muttered angrily. 
There was a Slight sympathetic expression on Rise’s face. That sounded a lot worse 
than what she went through, though she couldn’t feel too bad just knowing that 
Justin understood what it was like. Having someone she could relate to on this was 
almost uplifting in a way; so even though she felt bad for Justin, she wasn’t crying 
tears or anything. Though getting the crap beaten out of you just because of your 
dad... That she couldn’t understand. And she didn’t want to understand. 


“And then... the application my relative sent without telling me passed the first 
audition. | wasn't interested in being an idol, but... | wanted the chance to change 
myself... And just by chance, | won.” Justin had been inserting a cigarette between 
the slits of his mouth when the remark hit Justin’s ear, causing him to spit the 
cigarette back up, down to the ground below him. Wel// that was a waste. It wasn’t 
so much shock that she had won; after all, it wasn’t like he hadn’t known she was 
an idol. It was that she had won through some sort of contest... And that she never 
even intentionally entered. Her relatives apparently did it without her consent. 
Justin briefly wondered whether her relatives knew how shitty Rise felt being an 
idol, if they were still proud of putting her through that. 


“Wait, wait... You didn’t send in the application yourself? Like you just woke up one 
day and boom, you were an idol?” Justin questioned with surprise. Rise nodded with 
embarrassment, her cheeks red. Why she was embarrassed? Who knew. Perhaps 
she thought people would like her less if they knew she didn’t want to be Risette. Of 
course, Rise must have forgotten who she was talking to; because Justin didn’t like 
Risette. He much preferred Rise. “Hot damn; sounds like waking up to a nightmare 
to me.” 


“When it happened, | panicked, thinking maybe | should turn their offer down. Then 
| thought... if | appeared on TV, | could make friends... That was literally the only 


reason | went through with it...” Rise continued with her sad story of her rise to 
fame. Justin paused as she slowly started to bring the story full circle, to where she 
was now. She had done it only so that she could make friends... His eyebrows 
curved downwards in sorrow after a short moment. Justin had three friends 
throughout the entirety of his life prior to coming to Inaba. There was Maya, then 
there was a smoke dealer... 


And then third one... Well the third one was dead. He died long before his body did. 
There was no use in trying to carry on his memory. He had already done enough to 
implant those long, horrible years into Justin’s mind as it was. He didn’t deserve to 
be remembered; he should have just been forgotten, left alone to disappear into 
obscurity. But he didn’t, and he wouldn't; all because Justin could never forget, as 
much as he wanted to. Justin sighed, fiddling around with his dog tags for a moment 
in complete silence. 


“...You can’t force friendship, Rise... It’ll just hurt you in the long run.” Justin 
whimpered a little. He wanted to cry, but he refused to whenever he was around 
others. After all, no one wants to be friends with a cry baby. And after all he had 
done in his lifetime, after all he had endured... He didn’t want to lose anymore 
friends. His heart wouldn’t be able to take it. Rise stared at Justin for a moment, 
sympathetic eyes. You could tell someone had hurt him really bad in the past, but 
the fact of the matter was, he wasn’t spilling the beans on how. Perhaps it was 
better off that way. He just needed to forget the pain, forget everything had 
happened; move on. A feat easier said than done. 


“After a while... | realized something. The person everyone likes, the one they say 
"hi" to on the street? That's not the real me. Risette is the one everyone likes... The 
fictional character they sold the public.” Rise remarked in slight agreement with 
Justin. It was true; she had tried to force friendship through being the eye of 
affection in the media. Only, that wasn’t really her. No one knew who Rise was, only 
who Risette was. And they weren’t truly her friends. It was truly amazing; even with 
all her fans and followers, she had never felt more alone in her life. Justin nodded 
Slightly. You could tell he was still caught up in all of his thoughts at the moment, a 
sorrowful expression gracing his face as he breathed in and out heavily, staring out 
over the horizon. “...It's the same with you, isn't it?” It was silent for a moment 
before Justin lifted his gaze from the horizon, shifting it over to Rise. 


“Like | said Rise, I’m no actor. | don’t have the liberty of being some fictional 
character to make friends. What you see? That’s what | am. And people just hate 
that.” Justin sighed slightly. He wasn’t quite the asshole he was today prior to 
meeting Maya, but then, he had tried to reserve himself on purpose. He figured that 
if he just didn’t say anything, people would leave him alone. But they didn’t. It 
wasn’t until he found a friend in Maya that he felt he could really let out his inner 
emotions. He didn’t fell like he had to pretend to be this socially acceptable kid to 
get friends. And that’s when the sarcastic Justin you know was born. No, he never 


had the privilege of putting on an act to get friends. Because no matter what he 
tried to pretend to be, people would always judge him for his father, and his father 
would always judge him for those bullies at school. He figured, why be a nice guy 
when people are just going to hate you anyway? 


“Umm... I-l meant that you're with me right now because I'm Risette...” Rise 
clarified, slightly embarrassed at the way Justin had taken her question. Very badly 
apparently. She didn’t mean that Justin was putting on a mask just so people would 
like him, she just meant that he was probably hanging out with her right now 
because she was a celebrity. Justin’s face grew redder than a tomato in a matter of 
seconds. He had pretty much just spilled his guts out on the table, and that wasn’t 
even what Rise was talking about. He could think of very few occasions where he 
had been more embarrassed than he was right now. Justin scratched nervously at 
the back of his head, averting his gaze for a moment while he tried to regain his 
composure. He couldn’t look Rise dead in the eye with his face as red with 
embarrassment as it was. Plus, how exactly was he supposed to break the news 
that he fucking hated Risette? 


“...1 don’t like Risette. She’s a phony person who tries to sell albums for the record 
company, who in turn tries to sell her to her ‘adoring fans’ for even more of a profit. 
She’s a tool for the industry.” Justin remarked, all the while Rise couldn’t tell if she 
should be pleased or kind of hurt. “Rise, however, is a good person. I’m proud to call 
her my friend.” Justin continued a small grin on his face. He couldn’t really go all out 
with the smile simply because he was still embarrassed. Rise could though. She was 
still a little annoyed by some of those comments about Risette. Yeah, sure, that 
wasn’t her. But it was a character she played, so in some way, she still felt like any 
insult to Risette was an insult to her. All the same, though, she was pleased to see 
someone who was friends with her because of who she was as a person, not 
because of she was a celebrity. 


“I'm sorry. That wasn't a fair question... But I'm happy you said so.” Rise smiled 
brightly at Justin’s confirmation he was here for her, not some character she played. 
Justin nodded his head before turning his gaze back out to the horizon, fiddling 
around with the tags around his neck once again. He found himself doing that a lot 
as of late. Usually he just twirled the end of his cane into the dirt below him, but 
apparently things change. Maybe he was just so trapped in his thoughts and 
memories right now that he wasn’t in the mood to be making marks in the dirt with 
his cane. He just needed something to twist in between his fingers to keep him from 
getting restless. 


“When | got back to school after my debut, no one bullies me... | was happy at first, 
with people | didn't even know talking to me... But they weren't suddenly interested 
in Rise Kujikawa... They wanted to hang out with Risette. The bullying stopped, 
but... | felt like none of them saw the real me. In my heart, I've always thought... 
‘This isn't the real me...’ Funny, huh? | was the one who wanted to change, and...” 


Rise stopped, tears starting to swell up in her eyes. Clearly this was a painful topic 
for her. Justin probably would have said something to calm her down a bit if his 
heart wasn’t twitching in agonizing sadness right about now. All that stuff he had 
said a moment earlier... it was all true... And it hurt him to know that it was. He just 
wished that part of his life had never existed, but alas, just because you wish 
something to be (or not to be as this situation warranted,) doesn’t mean that it 
would come true. Suddenly Rise jumped up from her seat, her eyes lit with glee, 
despite tears still building up behind her eye lids, a small grin making its way from 
cheek to cheek. “But none of that matters now! I'm done being Risette! Now | have 
people who know the real me. Plus, | have power that can help everyone... | love 
that! This time, I'm going to change into a Rise that everyone can like! Keep an eye 
out for her, Senpai!” 


Justin stared at her for a moment, a little surprised by the sudden mood change, 
though that gave way to a reassuring smile. Rise was doing now what she probably 
should have done years ago; getting rid of Risette once and for all. She had to be 
herself, not some character that the media had been selling to the populace just to 
make a few bucks. She was a person with feelings, not a tool for profits. 


“Why would | look out for her? I’m looking at her right now.” 


